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MUTATION 2 


The phrase “walking on ап” didn't appropriately sum up Adam's feelings 
that day. He'd been grinning for some 72 hours now, and, as far as he was 
concerned, he wouldn't be stopping anytime soon. 

It had been three days since what he affectionately referred to now as 
"the moment" occurred. Said moment being when he enlarged Natalie to 
her current size, and they happily consummated their relationship. Between 
that and finally beginning to get his powers under control (albeit partially 
at Katie's expense) life had taken quite the upturn for Adam. At the very 
least, it didn't suck, and that was more than enough currently. 

"Someone's looking chipper today." 

Adam smiled brightly at Garnet. Even an eight-hour closing shift 
couldn't dampen his mood, although he was sure the customers would do 
their well best to send him to the edges of sanity. 

“It's been a good week." He nodded, walking into the back room. 
Punching in on the antiquated computer they used as a Punch Clock, he 
opened his locker and removed his company-approved khaki pants and 
black shirt, with the LatteLuck logo stenciled in over the left breast. For 
the first three months of his employment, he'd done everything in his power 
to try and make sure he looked “cool” while at work. And, after repeated 
failure, he'd come to the conclusion that no one in those clothes, wearing 
a red apron, was ever going to look anything that would pass as “cool” or 
"attractive." “Unappealing” was the best you could hope for. 

At least, the best he could hope for. Garnet, of course, always was 
stunning. Her pants sat just right around her hips, clinging where they 
needed to, loose where one might want them, and the first two buttons of 
her shirt were always, happily, undone. Before, he had found himself 
constantly trying to get into position whenever she bent to open the sanitizer. 

But now things were different. Now it was a whole new experience. 
Because now he had Natalie. Notto say that he didn't find Garnet attractive, 
she was still gorgeous. But now, with Natalie... he had his fantasy girl. 
And frankly, who else in the world could possibly say that? 

Emerging from the back room, he finished tying the red apron around 
his waist, cinching it tight and letting out a small sigh. 

“Tt’s just us two tonight," Garnet said from the Espresso machine, in 
the midst of steaming milk. 

"Just us? For eight hours?" He said this mostly because having two 
people on staff for that long would usually result in a veritable maelstrom 
of customers overwhelming the people on staff. Previous to today, he'd 
usually say that because the notion of being around Garnet for that long 
and not grabbing her tits was awfully difficult to do. 

“It's Wednesday." Garnet smiled, pouring the milk into a cup and 
handing it to a customer. “Wednesdays are always slow. Anyway, it's 
after the lunch-rush now, so it should be a slow trickle from here on out. 
Anyway, you can while away the time by telling me all the reasons why 
you look so smiley today." 








Adam chuckled, smiling again, despite himself. “Oh, it’s nothing 
really...” 

“Bullshit it’s nothing,” Garnet said, walking up to him. She stood 
right in front of him, and he couldn’t help but notice that those noticeable 
swells under her Apron were now mere inches away from his chest. She 
could still certainly have an effect on him. 

“You’ve got that ‘I just got laid’ smile on your face," Garnet said 
with a wry smile. “So you're going to give me all the juicy tidbits. 
Who, when, why, where, how, all of it." 

“You forgot what." 

She pursed her lips. “I think I'm pretty sure what ‘what’ is right 
about now." 

Adam laughed, brushing his hair from his face. “Do I make it that 
obvious?" 

“You're glowing." 

“Well, it, it was very, very nice.” Which was, of course, an 
understatement, but it was his understatement. “But why do you honestly 
want to hear all this?" 

Garnet gestured at the seating area, which was nearly empty, save for 
three people, significantly less than its usual weekend population of 30- 
40. “I need entertainment, and it's either you, or we start cleaning like 
the boss wants us to." 

“You make a strong point." 

Garnet again bent to open the sanitizer, and, as a gust of steam gushed 
from the machine, his eyes slid to the gape in her shirt, where creamy 
white flesh flowed outwards to the pink line of the beginnings of one of 
the cups of her brassiere. He’d nearly had to kill himself the day she’d 
opted not to wear a bra to work. She'd rubbed against him that day, and 
he could' ve sworn he felt everything from the puffy edges of her areola 
to the fat nub of her nipple slide against his arm. 

“So what's her name?" She said, beginning to remove plates and 
cups from the sanitizer. 

"Natalie." 

"Nice, nice... what's she look like?" 

Adam started, and felt his voice catch in his throat. How in the world 
could he possibly describe Natalie to people? Any words he used would 
probably fall well, well short of properly depicting the truth. 

"She's... well-proportioned..." Adam began. He could feel the flush 
around his cheeks starting. 

Garnet raised an eyebrow. “Well-proportioned? You mean she's 
packing in all the right places, right?" 

“You could say as much." Adam leaned against the register, 
somewhere between embarrassment and stifling a sudden desire to begin 
laughing at how absurd the reality of the situation was. 

Garnet, however, was into full-on gossip mode. “So... is she big? 
Big hips, bust? Is she a “butterface?”” 

Adam shook his head. “No, no, it's all very, very nice. She's very 
nice. It's... nice." 


Garnet giggled. “Allright, fine. I'll let you off Ше hook for now, but 
after I take my break for dinner, you'd better have a much more detailed 
story for me." 
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Natalie spun around in a circle. “How does this look?” 

“Way, way, way, way, waayyyy too small.” Molly smirked, looking 
at her friend. They’d spent the better part of the past few days trying to 
devise a way to allow Natalie to go to class without looking like the lead 
from а 60's sci-fi porno. As of yet, not much luck. 

Natalie harrumphed, unbuttoning the dress shirt, easing the extreme 
tension on the fabric as she did so. As she undid the button just below 
her breasts, the material finally relaxed and her prodigious bosom sprang 
forwards, free of its cloistering. 

Natalie looked down at their expanse, as huge as ever, the size of two 
very large volley balls. They quivered gently as she folded her arms 
underneath them, hefting them slightly before letting them drop once 
more. She hadn't gotten much sleep the night before, while Molly slept, 
she'd spent much of the nighttime hours experimenting with her new 
endowments, everything from the sheer absurdity of being able to fit 
and comfortably hold a bowl of cereal in her cleavage, to the sheer 
orgasmic bliss she could now find with every pinch, suckle and tug of 
that succulent flesh. 

In the midst of another bout of looking upon herself in the mirror, 
Natalie found herself wondering if Adam's powers could do anything 
else to her. Surely, she looked sexy to him, and that was well and good, 
but part of her mind wanted to turn herself into his ultimate fantasy 
woman, to have all the aspects and dimensions he wanted. She'd 
resolved, that night, that she'd repay him for the job he'd done on her on 
that blissful night, and leave him a puddle of desire. 

Adjusting to life with her new bosom had taken a little bit of working, 
but she'd found that she could actually sit at her desk and do work, if 
she didn't mind having her breasts squashed against the wooden frame, 
but some sacrifices had to be made. 

"Alright..." Molly's voice came from her closet, where she was 
digging around. “We don't exactly have a lot of options here, and that 
*Madam Whatshername' website said your new bra will be a week in 
shipping, so you’ ve got to find something in the meantime so when you 
show up at European Imperialism tomorrow the class won't come to a 
screeching halt." 

"Also soIcan fit behind one of the desks." Natalie added, chuckling. 

“Yes, well,” Molly turned around, a pair of scissors in one hand, 
some cloth and a roll of duct tape in the other, “desperate times call for 
desperate measures." 

“You must be kidding." 

“Do you have a better idea?" 

"Anything that doesn't involve having duct tape stuck to my nipples 
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Molly rolled her eyes. “That's what the cloth is for. We duct tape 
over that, tightly, might I add, and hopefully, you won't look like “The 
Boob-Monster from Cygnus-5.”” 

Natalie frowned. “There’s no other way?" 

“Until that mega-compressor bra shows up, no. Unless you’d like to 
start looking into getting a reduction...” 

“Whoa-no!” Natalie cried, wrapping her arms defensively around 
her bosom. At least, partially around her bosom. “Just the thought of a 
knife going near there gives me the heebie-jeebies.” 

“Then give me a hand here,” Molly said, walking over. 

Natalie sucked in her stomach instinctively, reaching her hands around 
to bring them to the tips of her bosom and pushing inwards. The massive 
piles of flesh were incredibly unwieldy, but, with a bit of work, she got 
them pressed against her chest as best she could. Excess flesh splayed 
out all to the outsides of her hands. 

Molly gently wrapped the fabric around her chest tight, making sure 
the cloth did its best to compress and stayed at about the midpoint of 
Natalie’s breasts. Natalie could feel a hot tinge in her cheeks begin, as 
the soft fabric rubbed against her now incredibly receptive nipples. The 
hot tinge quickly shifted from sexual pleasure to embarrassment. She 
appreciated Molly’s help a great deal, but didn’t know how Molly would 
take the notion of Natalie fantasizing about having a tryst with her every 
time she touched her breasts. 

“Alright...” Molly announced, “...if we want to have any chance of 
this thing staying in place there’s going to be some small strips where 
duct tape touches boob. You okay with that?” 

“ГП have to be.” 

“Alright. Whatever you do, don t take a deep breath. Matter of fact, 
breathe out.” 

Natalie did as she was instructed, letting out as much air from her 
lungs as she could as Molly began duct-taping the cloth into place, trying 
to keep too much breast flesh from squirming out in all directions. 

“Almost done...” Molly wrapped the tape around for what seemed 
like the umpteenth time. “And... There!” 

Natalie gasped for air, holding a hand to her now silver-chromed 
bosom. She could feel the material straining with every breath she took, 
and she dared not breathe deeply, but it was holding for now, which was 
most important. Molly stood a few feet away from her, hand on chin, 
looking deep in thought as she evaluated her work. 

“Think it'll work?" Natalie raised an eyebrow as she twisted and 
turned. The weight and momentum of her pendulous breasts was still 
there, but thankfully, the delay-bounce-and-wiggle that had happened 
every time she moved previously was gone. 

“Only one way to tell," Molly said, tossing her a regular-sized shirt, 
as opposed to the XXXL variety ones she’d been wearing recently. 

Natalie slipped it over her head, and was thrilled to find out, as she 
pulled it over her chest, that doing so wasn’t an extreme task as it had 
been before. That was reason for celebration. Natalie let out a small 
squeal, raising her arms in jubilation. 


“My god..." Molly shook her head, “...you’ve got big tits.” 

"Exactly." Natalie smiled. “Sure, I look a hell of a lot bigger than I 
was, but now, I've just got ‘big? tits." 

““Big’ still won't cut it. You look like a G or a J, easy. And an oddly 
smooshed one, at that." 

“Tt’s still better than where I was before." Natalie ran her hands over 
her chest. Her breasts did look, at best, odd now, but they weren't going 
to stop traffic, and she could live with that. 

Molly let out an accomplish sigh, and plopped down on her bed, idly 
picking up the remote and turning the TV on to the Spanish TV channel. 
She was trying valiantly to finish her foreign language requirement at 
Lawrence State by taking an advanced-level Spanish class. She'd taken 
to quizzing herself on the language by seeing how much of the fast-n- 
furious banter of the Spanish talk shows she could understand. 

Natalie folded her legs underneath her, settling down upon her bed. 
She placed her hands to either side of her bosom once more, smiling 
inwardly at just how much flesh was pushed in all directions as a result 
of their work. 

“Now, you can go out and create only a minor stir," Molly smiled. 
"Although, I have no idea how you explain to explain all of... you... to 
anyone who knew you before you met Adam. Like your parents." 

Natalie put her head in her palm. “I’m planning on lies. As many as 
I can manage. Although, I'll tell my parents the truth. T’ m sticking with 
Adam whether they think he's some deranged mutant freak or not." 

*You oughtta show Adam all the work you've done to look like an 
average person again." 

Natalie frowned suddenly. She hadn't seen Adam since that wonderful 
night, and the pangs of loneliness had begun to pull at her heart, even 
after only a few days. She missed him more than she'd expected. She 
missed his warm embrace, his smile, even the cute way his hair would 
get in his eyes every now and then, forcing him to brush it away... 

She sighed, and then laughed at herself and how ridiculous she must 
have looked. Youthful twenty-something, laying on her bed, wistfully 
pining away about her love so far away... 

Except he wasn't. Adam was only a short trip away, half an hour on 
foot, less if she called a cab. The plan was already forming in her head. 
She'd surprise him, and spend the night over there. She wasn't sure how 
much sleep the both of them would get, but she'd spend the night 
nevertheless. 

Natalie pushed herself off of her bed, happily thankful that she didn't 
spend ten seconds bouncing after doing so. Bending, she began 
rummaging under her bed, looking for a gym bag that she could stuff an 
evening's worth of clothes and what other supplies she might need into. 

“Going somewhere?" Molly commented, sitting up on her bed. 

"Hopefully. You wouldn't happen to have cash for a cab ride would 
you? I’m awfully short on cash right now." Natalie opened her dresser, 
searching for clothes. Removing some of the larger shirts she'd purchased, 
she dawdled, looking at one of her favorite camisoles before finally tossing 
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as the shirt attempted to contain flesh, the areas where her bosom bulged 
outwards seemed bigger than they’d ever been. 

“Sheesh, look at me," Garnet frowned, bouncing on her heels, causing 
her breasts to bobble. “I look like I belong on one of those god awful 
“Girls Gone Wild’ videos." 

Adam tried to form a response, but simply nodded instead. Yes, 
there was Natalie, but Garnet's breasts held a different place in his mind, 
ones he'd lusted after for what seemed like ages now. And now, here 
they were, all but on a silver platter for his personal visual consumption. 
For a moment, he goggled, before finally turning his eyes away. 

“T ought a try going to work like this someday. See how many tips I 
get." Garnet flicked off the light in the pastry case, opening it up and 
beginning to remove the trays of sweets and desserts that their customers 
consumed with such ferocity. The company's most recent delicacy, the 
espresso brownie, had been absolutely flying off the shelves. It was 
one treat Adam had particularly enjoyed himself, not insomuch for the 
thick chocolaty frosting, but for the memory of a particularly busty 
customer dropping a morsel into her cleavage, and furtively searching 
for it for a few moments. 

“I'm sure you'd double or triple our intake," Adam said with a 
chuckle, focusing on taking apart the espresso machine's filters for an 
evening's cleaning. “Although I don't know if you'd like to have that 
many customers hitting on you." 

“It'd make for a less interesting workday. So, c' mon, you weren't 
completely forthcoming in your ‘Natalie’ story. What makes her so 
special?" 

"Lots of things. Little things." True, and, at the same time, the most 
grandiose lie Adam had ever told. 

"Like? Where's she go to school? What's she like? When are you 
going to bring her by the store?" 

"She goes to Lawrence State. When I say she's nice, yes she's very 
nice, very cool. I like her, and yes, she’s good-looking,” Adam said, 
glossing as best he could. 

"Lawrence State? That's the school where the kids are all spoiled 
stupid by their parents, right?" Garnet bent to grab the cling-wrap from 
underneath the pastry case, presenting Adam with a gorgeous view of 
her behind. He glanced, sighed, and looked away. 

“That’s the one. But she's not one of those kids, at least, not from 
what Гуе seen." 

"Too bad. So, like I said, when are you going to bring her by for 
inspection?" 

There was a certain level of kinship that dealing with the public at 
large had built in the LatteLuck employees. Fostered through a mutual 
dislike for nearly everyone on the opposite side of the register, working 
at the store was like being part of an incredibly dysfunctional, sardonic, 
nosy family that loved you nevertheless. Which meant that everyone at 
the store (mostly the girls) wanted to know the ins and outs of your 
everyday life, especially if that life had a romantic involvement. The 
motives for this were usually altruistic and good in nature, and most of 


it into the bag anyway. She had no intentions of fitting into everything 
she was going to wear for him. 

“Intending to end the separation this quickly?" Molly smiled, looking 
atop her nightstand, rummaging for some of the money she generally 
left lying around. At any given time, a quick search of Molly's side of 
the room could yield $25 in bills. “Well, if I may suggest one thing." 

“That is?” 

Along with some $20, Molly handed Natalie a handful of the condoms 
she kept stashed in her nightstand “in case of emergency.” 

“You might need these,” Molly said with a wink, dumping them into 
the gym bag. “One question though... do you even know if he’s around? 
I mean, he didn’t give you his daily schedule or anything, right?” 

“No...” Natalie finished placing things in the bag, zipping it up. 

“So you have no idea if he'll be there, or where he'll be whatsoever.” 

“Not really." 

“Uh-huh.” Molly watched as Natalie gathered her coat and plucked 
her Mp3 Player off of her desk, slipping the ear buds into place. “So 
you have no idea where he is, but you're going over anyway." 

“That's Ше plan." 

“You've got it really, really, really bad. You know that, right?” 


— OO 


“Achtung! Attenzione! Everybody, it is now 10:03 which means 
LatteLuck is now closed. Have a very nice evening and we hope to see 
you again.” 

By this point, there were only six people left in the store, but Adam 
made the announcement anyway, if only to remind them he wanted to 
go home. And for him to go home, they had to go home. With a few 
gentle murmurs, the customers began gathering their things and shuffling 
towards the doors. 

“Well, it's Amanda's shirt but, it'll have to do for now." Garnet 
emerged from the back, pulling at the edges of the shirt she was wearing. 
A little earlier in the evening, a mishap with the blender had led to a 
quite large mocha stain on her shirt. Garnet had gone to change, but 
was only able to find one of the smaller girl’s shirts in the back, and had 
to force herself into it. 

Needless to say, Garnet, who was a bit more robust than Amanda 
could hope to be without the aid of medical technology, looked like she 
was on the brink of ripping out of the shirt at any given moment. She 
tugged at the collar uncomfortably, testing the fabric by stretching her 
arms over her head. 

Adam had seen Garnet at work, and he’d seen her dressed for an 
evening out, but he’d never seen her quite like this. The shirt had 
absolutely glued itself to every single one of her upper torso’s curves, 
causing the bulge of her jug-like breasts to take on all that much more 
prominence. They pushed the fabric of the shirt outwards, creating 
horizontal strain lines that looked to be getting all the more taxed as 
Garnet stretched. The outline of her brassiere was plainly evident, and, 





the time, when people had butted in, it was for the greater good. Most notably, the 
most recent example was of Jessica, one of the girls on staff who was dating a complete 
asshole for a short period of time. There had been a concerted effort to disabuse her of 
the notion that he “really was a good guy." 

So the idea of bringing Natalie by for a meet-n-greet didn't exactly light Adam's 
fire. The last thing he wanted or needed was people at his job meddling in his life, 
trying to convince him that he was dating some sort of a stripper or something. 

But I know she's not. And I really don't care what other people think about her. 
Clarity suddenly wormed its way into Adam's mind. And he had a point. If he was so 
smitten with this woman, so absolutely convinced that she was everything he wanted, 
nothing else really matter than that, right? 

“Sometime soon we'll swing by," Adam said, yanking a garbage bag full of espresso 
grinds out of its can, tying a knot at the top. 

“Make it soon, I want to see this woman for myself," Garnet said. “Within two 
weeks. Or else." 

“Or else what?" 

“ГП figure something out." Garnet waved her hands in a facsimile of spellcasting. 
“Fear the unknown." 

“Fine, I'll bring Natalie by." 

"Promise?" 

"Promise." 

"Uh-uh." Garnet dropped the tray of cookies and walked over to him, her bosom 
rippling with every step. She extended her hand. "Shake on it." 

In life, Adam wasn't obsessed with control, but it was something he had no qualms 
about having. He preferred to be in control of himself, rather than hanging out wild, on 
the edge of insanity, which was exactly what had made the past few weeks challenging, 
at best. But he'd spent the past few nights practicing, not on anyone, but just seeing if 
he could force the ability, his “powers” to manifest when he chose. There had been 
reasonable amounts of success, at first, only when he had managed to completely clear 
his mind and focus. It slowly became easier and easier, and less of a mental drain to 
force himself to do it. Mentally, he'd compared it to training a wild animal. However, 
now, a bit of perspective struck him, that no matter how much time one spent training 
a wild animal, it still was a wild animal. 

The handshake had barely lasted a single trip up and down before Adam felt his arm 
explode into sensation, that same pins and needles that had plagued him before. No 
rush down his arm, no warning this time, simply an eruption of feeling as Adam stared, 
in shock, at his arm. His eyes quickly turned to Garnet, whose eyes were squeezed 
shut, mouth open, a look that Adam could reasonably well pin down etched upon her 
face. She was coming. Hard. Really, really hard, if the sheer level of feeling in his 
arm was any indication. 

At least her breasts aren't getting any bigger. He thought to himself. This was, 
however, a colossal disaster. He'd inadvertently revealed himself to someone else in a 
manner that explaining away as a freak occurrence wouldn't be at all possible. 

Garnet let out a keening cry suddenly, snapping Adam's attention back to the matter 
at hand. Grabbing his wrist, he began trying to disengage himself from her as Garnet 
took another gasping breath before screaming out what must' ve been another monstrous 
come. Her free hand was clutched to her bosom now, roughly massaging her breasts 
through the shirt as she rocked from one orgasm to another. In other circumstances, 
this would've been exactly what he wanted, but Adam found himself seriously concerned 
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over Garnet’s well-being, if only because he had no idea if there was 
such as thing as coming foo hard. 

Adam began tugging on his hand, to no avail. No amount of physical 
force felt like it would get him off of her. Worse, he was becoming 
keenly aware that the tingling sensation in his arm had only been 
growing in intensity and was creeping from his right shoulder further 
to the left, along the side of his chest and in the crook of his neck now. 
The sensation of fear over Garnet's well-being quickly began to change 
into a sense of fear over his own as well. 

Garnet let out another passionate cry, hand stuffed between her legs, 
where a damp spot had begun to appear in the crotch of her khaki pants. 
Her hips began to grind and buck, her head tilted back, tongue lolling 
out of her mouth. She tried to let out another yelp of pleasure, but 
nothing came, as another thunderous orgasm pounding through her body. 
Adam felt like he could feel her heart pounding inside her chest, he 
could sense the sensory overload in her mind. 

Suddenly, Garnet's body fell slack, and she slumped backwards, the 
momentum of her falling body finally pulling her arm away from his. 
She hit the tiles with a whump, hands splayed out to either side of her, 
her legs still twitching. 

Jesus. Oh Jesus. Oh Jesus oh God oh Jesus. Adam rubbed his 
wrist as he stared at Garnet's limp form, stricken with fear. This was, 
by far the most intense he'd ever felt his powers manifesting themselves, 
ever. He didn't know enough about them to know whether they had 
the possibility of being dangerous, but suddenly that idea was right in 
the forefront of his mind, a horrific possibility. He had to sit her up, to 
help her... get her some water or something... but that would require 
touching her again. For a moment, Adam deliberated. In her given 
state, he didn't want to end up doing it to her again, but, the feeling 
seemed to have slowly ebbed away from his arm, and, as he shook it to 
be sure, that dangerous right arm felt as normal as it ever had or probably 
ever would. He had to do something. 

Walking behind her, he cuffed his hands underneath her armpits, 
pulling her up slightly and dragging her towards the back room. She 
was breathing, albeit a little shallowly, which was, at the time, the best 
news he could possibly imagine. Moreover, her breasts hadn't grown, 
or at least if they did, they hadn't done it noticeably, which would be 
one less thing to explain to her later. 

With a grunt he hauled her into the folding chair in the back, sitting 
her down. He placed his fingers upon the hollow of her neck, and 
smiled, feeling her pulse, which was racing, but nothing to be worried 
about. Adam let out a huge breath of air, placing one hand on his waist, 
staring at his right hand once more, turning it back and forth in front of 
him. Until he could do a lot more training, he probably would have to 
wear the gloves more often. 


Garnet coughed, reminding Adam of the situation at hand. Running 
back out behind the counter, Adam grabbed a large cup, filling it with ice 
from the ice machine and then pouring water into it. Capping it off and 
sticking a straw inside, he also wet a clean dishtowel with cool water, 
wringing out Ше excess water, then walking back to the backroom, where 
Garnet was stirring. 

“Just, don’t move, okay?” Adam said softly, placing the water on the 
counter. Gently, with the dishtowel he wiped the sweat from her face, 
then placed it upon her forehead. “We had a little... incident... back 
there." 

Garnet murmured something, moving her hand to hold the dishtowel 
to her head. 

"Here." Adam took the water, putting the straw to her lips. “Have 
some of this, it'll help.” 

Her eyes finally creaking open slightly, Garnet, looking very, very 
tired now, took a sip of the water, then another before letting her head fall 
backwards, sighing. 

“Just... just what was that?" Garnet blushed a little as she spoke, her 
face morphing into a mask of confusion. 

“Yeah... that..." Adam began. 

"[ mean... I just... my god." Garnet took another sip of the water, 
sitting up a little more straight and taking a deep breath. “I mean, did I 
just... how did you... what happened?" 

This was an explanation Adam wasn't looking to give. Not because 
he was afraid of explaining it to Garnet per se, although the distinct 
possibility of her reacting to him as some freak of nature was rather 
disheartening, more the possibility of her telling everyone for six square 
miles about what had happened and making him the center of attention 
made him reluctant to come out with a flat answer. Anyway, why confirm 
what she may not have entirely known? 

“Well... what do you think happened?" Adam groaned internally the 
minute he said the words. That sounded incredibly lame. 

“Well... I... I mean, you saw what happened!" Garnet started, then 
took another drink. “I had a really, really big orgasm... or something I 
guess, I mean, that's what it felt like. We shook hands... and all of a 
sudden... boom!" 

"Pretty amazing huh?" Adam knew his poker face sucked. 

Garnet furrowed her brow, looking at him. “D...Did you do it? You 
did do it, didn't you? H... How?!? Oh my god, how did... what..." She 
began to stand, and found her knees still a bit too weak to support such a 
measure, and sat back down. “...explain this, please Adam." 

Adam clasped his hands together, nervously cracking his knuckles. 
“Well, you've got to swear to secrecy first.” 

“Why?” 
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“Because. Because it’s important that you keep this a total secret. 
And I mean a total and complete secret. No one else can know, no 
one.” 

Garnet looked at him hard, concern creasing her lips and brow. 
“What's this all about Adam?" 

“Well, this all started a week ago or so...” 

“Uh-huh...” 

“1 пойсед this weird feeling in my arm. And, well, it seems that I 
have ‘special powers’ of a sort. A very certain sort. And they only 
seem to work on women.” 

“бо what happened...” 

“Is part of my powers. I think I have a certain level of... ‘control’ 
over certain women's... sexual reactions, let's say." Adam scratched 
the side of his neck, forcing half of his mouth into a smile. Trying to 
explain this scientifically only made it sound more ludicrous than it 
was to begin with. 

Garnet stared at him, stunned, her mouth agape. “No way. No, 
that's something you'd read about in some bad erotica. That doesn't 
actually happen to anyone." 

“Tt can and it just did.” 

“Get out!” Garnet gave him a surprisingly firm shove, nearly 
knocking him on his butt. “That's... that's amazing! I mean, if you can 
do that... and I came so hard... 1 mean wow! Have you done this to 
anyone else?" 

Adam was perfectly happy with letting her simply believe he had 
power over women's orgasms. The whole "breasts" thing could wait 
for a later date, like the end of eternity. 

"A few people, sadly." 

"Sadly?" 

Adam moved over to the desk, pushing himself up onto it. “Well 
yeah. This isn't exactly the kind of thing I'd like to be famous for. 
People don't generally react to sudden bursts of the supernatural 
particularly well. And I don't think being known as the *walking orgasm 
machine’ will end well.” 

Garnet took another long sip from her water, pressing the dishcloth 
to the sides of her face and neck, which were finally beginning to lose 
some of their flushed color. *Well... wow... yeah, I could understand 
how that could be a little... weird in public. Some people might react 
badly." 

“Which is why you have to keep this a secret Garnet. Seriously. I 
don't have this under control yet, whatever it is, and I don't want people 
speculating on what is or isn't wrong or right with me." 

In mulling this over, Garnet turned silent, sidling her head to one 
side to look at him. “Did... did you do that to me on purpose?" 


“No! No! A thousand times no." Adam waved his hands in front of 
him frantically. “If I could do this ‘on purpose’ with any regularity I 
wouldn't do it to anyone. What happened out there was a direct result of 
me having only a small modicum of control over these... powers. Christ, 
I hate calling them that." 

“So you didn't do that on purpose.” 

“Didn’t, and wouldn’t. I don’t think there’s much of a future in 
spending the rest of my life giving women orgasms with every high- 
five. Anyway,” Adam chuckled slightly, placing his fingers at his temples. 
“1 really don’t need the stress.” 

In some small way, Adam felt better about having revealed this all to 
Garnet. She had been trustworthy about so much else, and while he’d 
never been so close to her as to call her a “true” friend, she was good 
enough for the time being. Most importantly, she hadn’t screamed and 
run away, or called him a rapist. 

Garnet took a deep breath, finally standing herself up. “So you can 
only kinda control that?” 

“Sort of. I’m trying to get it under wraps but it’s something more 
than difficult. And I could live without another occurrence like this.” 

“Has something like this happened before?” 

“Yeah, but I got lucky. Neither of the other two girls I did it to... ones 
I didn’t know mind you, they didn’t catch on, or didn’t put two and two 
together.” Adam remarked back to an unfortunate day in American 
History class. The girl was a freshman, her name was Tabitha, and he’d 
regarded her as entirely unremarkable for that entire year. Then, while 
helping the teacher hand back tests, the very tips of his fingers had brushed 
hers and his arm sprung to life. And, like watching a balloon, her breasts 
suddenly filled to spilling out of her bra. Nothing huge, but a sizeable 
jump that she took notice of at the end of class, and promptly freaked out 
about, twittering with her friends about how she’d managed to go from a 
В to a C in ninety minutes of class time. 

It suddenly became apparent to him that Garnet was standing right in 
front of him now, her hips just inches away from his knees. Adam found 
himself suddenly remembering that Garnet still had really, really, really 
nice breasts. Involuntarily, he glanced, before bringing his eyes back up 
to meet her gaze. He had no idea what, exactly, she was thinking or 
planning. 

“What if someone... asked you to do it?” Garnet said softly, a coy 
smile playing at the edge of her mouth. 

“Oh... well, I don’t know, I mean..." Adam stopped mid-sentence as 
Garnet's hand found its way to his hip. He froze, heart seized, brain 
locked. This was unexpected, at best. 

“Oh wow, Garnet, okay, whoa." Adam sputtered, pushing himself 
off the desk and strategically backing the heck out of the backroom. 
“Whoa, listen, Garnet. What happened before... that could’ve been 








dangerous. I really don't think I should be... uh... I mean not now. I’ve 
got a girlfriend and all.” 

Garnet trailed after him, never letting him get much distance on her. 
“But I'm asking you as a friend. Anyway... I’m not really asking you to 
have sex with me." Adam felt like she was trying to seduce him with sheer 
force of will. And if not for Natalie, it would've worked. But he cared 
about that girl, which meant saying no to what, а month ago, he would’ ve 
pounced on. 

"Listen, Garnet, why don't you go home and just sleep on it, okay? I 
really, really can't do this right now." 

“Why not? You just do it and all.” 

"Listen, I just can t, okay? I’ve got a girlfriend who I care about, and I 
don't know enough nor do I really feel safe renting this... whatever it is 
out to people. Just no." 

Adam changed direction, moving to the backroom, collecting his coat. 
"Listen, l've got to jet, okay. All you've got left is to lock up. And if 
anything does off tomorrow morning... just blame it on me, okay?" 

Garnet watched as the retreating young man exited through the doors 
of the store. She couldn't help letting her hand slide down from her hip 
just a little, feeling that damp spot he had left. 
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Adam turned ће corner around the campus library, апа began to head 
towards Jefferson Hall, his dorm. The rain had thankfully never become 
anything heavier than a mild drip. Never a downpour, but enough to get 
him a little damp in the walk back to his room. Morriston was unfortunate 
enough to have that kind of dreary late-fall weather that plagued some 
parts of the northeast every year. This year was no different. 

What an evening. Adam mused, running a hand through now-damp 
hair. Had Garnet really meant what she had said? Did she really want him 
to do that to her again? He’d never seen her in a relation to him that could 
be defined as anything other than “friendly.” And all of a sudden, she was 
nearly on top of him, trying to seduce him or something. Had she really 
enjoyed what he did to her that much? Or was that a side effect of his 
powers? Adam sincerely hoped not, having control over people's sexual 
release was one thing, being able to affect their free will wasn't something 
he trusted anyone else, or himself with. But, on one level, it was quite 
frustrating to say no to her, someone he had lusted after for so long. But 
still, Natalie. 

He smiled to himself. Natalie indeed. His girl, his one special person 
in the world. He wanted to call her as soon as he returned to her room, 
even if it was already eleven o'clock. He wanted to talk to her, to find a 
time when he could see her again. Hell, he wanted to call a cab and surprise 
her, stop by and just say hello for an evening, and spend the next eight 
hours with her in his arms. 


The dim amber glow of the streetlights could not completely penetrate 
the darkness that enveloped the quad. Still, the small halo that surrounded 
each light lit up every raindrop that passed by the light. It gave the campus 
a slightly ethereal air. 

Passing another of the dorms, Adam gave a wave to one of the many 
students he knew, a passing acquaintance, standing outside with the usual 
packs of smokers, socializing during their five-minute nicotine break. This 
certainly seemed like the kind of evening where Adam felt like he could’ ve 
used a Camel or two to calm his nerves. Something to soothe him and let 
him sit back and view the situation, the next few days with an even and 
balanced mind, to try and evaluate what he should do with Garnet, with 
Cara, with Katie, with Damien, with Natalie and with himself. Maybe 
he'd have time for one later tonight... 

The double-doors he usually used to enter his dorm were another 
smoker's hangout, hiding under a slight overhang where people could get 
outside for a few minutes and still hide from the elements. Now, in the 
shadow of the overhang, he glanced from a distance at someone sitting, 
looking around pensively. At first he'd looked away, assuming it was 
another of the dancers, ever so wrapped up in their own intra-conservatory 
drama. But she smiled as he approached, and, as he moved closer, so did 
he. 

"Hey." Natalie gave him a gentle wave, her smile slowly spreading. 
"Surprise." 

“Hey yourself... what're you doing here?" 

"Like I said... surprise." 

“You're all damp." Adam felt the tinges of a blush in his cheeks as he 
looked at her. She still looked radiant, and he extended his hand towards 
her, pulling her to her feet as she took it. 

“ГП live.” Natalie dusted off her jeans before wrapping her arms around 
his neck. "I'm sure everything will be fine.” 

Their lips met, tongues teasing mouths open, Adam's hands wrapping 
around her waist, pulling her ever closer to him. She felt so soft, so warm 
in his arms, despite the fine sheen of water permeating her hair and clothes, 
and, as their lips broke their embrace, Adam tilted her head slightly, kissing 
her forehead. 

“Г т glad you decided to stop by." 

"[ wanted to see you." 

“Me too." 

For a long moment, they stood in silence, neither releasing the other 
from their embrace. The realization of how wrapped up he was in this 
woman was, for him, now, a surprise. But lo and behold, he was, and he 
was pretty sure that nothing could change that. 
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“Tthought that Icould stay the night tonight” Natalie’s face seemed 
to flicker with the faintest moment of doubt. 

Adam nodded. “Absolutely. Always. You’re always welcome, 
always.” 

Another moment of silence, and he finally pulled his mind out of 
neutral. His eyes looked downwards, his brow furrowed. “Hey... how 
did you...” 

“ГП show you once we get inside. Is your roommate around?" She 
smiled impishly. 

“Tf he is, he's getting thrown out.” 

The walk up three flights of stairs to his room was in silence, save 
for a moment of shared humor as they passed a fellow student, trying to 
cheat the vending machine out of an extra Twix. He'd goggled at Natalie 
as they'd passed, both of them giving him a nod and a wave. 

I have to admit, there is a certain fun-factor in looking like this. 
Knowing Adam had certainly made Natalie's life more interesting by 
an order of magnitude more than it was. And she wanted him to know 
that she was fine with things, that her life hadn't taken a downturn in 
the wake of recent events, to remind him that she was his. 

With every step up the stairs she felt herself jiggling just a bit, even 
with all the work she and Molly had done to contain her new girth. The 
fabric was beginning to rub ever so gently against her nipples, which, 
lightning-sensitive as always were starting to react. She could feel the 
dull heat building between her thighs by the time they reached the third- 
floor landing. Ever since she'd gotten involved with Adam, her body 
had seemed to be just a single step ahead of her brain in knowing what 
carnal urges she had in mind. 

“Y’know, for a weekday night, this dorm is awfully quiet,” Natalie 
noted, looking around the rather sterile settings. 

“Yeah... Jefferson Hall is a wellness dorm. No smoking, no drinking. 
No fun, really." 

“бо why'd you get a room here?" 

“I get my own kitchen and bathroom. Most of the other dorms have 
communal bathrooms, and having your own toilet really is the kind of 
thing you must experience at least once." 

“So who lives here around you?" 

“Musicians mostly. This place is where a lot of conservatory students 
live. Y'know, for the peace and quiet." 

Natalie smirked slightly, bumping her hips against his. “So... if we 
were to have a little ‘fun’ tonight, would we be disturbing the neighbors?" 

In thinking about it, he would like nothing better than to trumpet his 
sexual competency from the highest building on campus. However, 


feeling her warm hand in his, he understood that discretion frequently 
was the better part of valor. 

Shrugging, he smiled reassuringly, squeezing her hand and turning 
towards her. “I’m sure we'll figure out something that keeps my RA and 
the both us satisfied." 

The warmth in Natalie's smile was so inviting, he couldn't help but 
wrap his arms around her waist, pulling her hips to his. For a moment, 
they gazed at one another before their lips met, her arms wrapping around 
his neck, trying to pull him ever closer. His tongue searched in her mouth 
for hers, his hand sliding down the small of her back to firmly grasp her 
behind. 

The Kiss quickly became more passionate, her leg instinctively 
wrapping around his waist as he cupped her rear. Adam could feel himself 
springing to life inside his pants as her breasts squashed against his chest. 
Another few moments like this, and they wouldn't even make it to his 
bedroom. 

Thankfully for his increasingly taxed libido, she placed a hand between 
them, gently pushing him away. Pushing a few strands of misplaced hair 
out of her face, she smiled. 

"Let's actually get inside your room, shall we? I want to show you 
how I ended up not looking quite so... different anyway." She smirked, 
taking his hand. 

With a small flourish, Adam produced his keys from his pocket, 
slipping them inside of the lock and turning the key. He opened the door 
and bent slightly at the waist, gesturing her inside. 

"Ladies first." 

“Why thank you, good sir.” Natalie feigned a Belle's accent as she 
walked into the common area of Adam's room, glancing around. 

“Га forgotten what kind of place you've got here.” She remarked. 
"Between being so drunk when I came in, and being in such a rush when 
I left, I don't think I really got a chance to look. I mean, it's a little 
cramped, but cozy. And you do have your own little kitchen, whatever 
fire hazard that might be." 

Adam closed and locked the door behind them. If Dan was coming 
back tonight, which he sincerely hoped against, he'd like a moment of 
warning before he came barging in, especially if he and Natalie were in 
the middle of something. 

"Speaking of which..." He opened their minifridge. "Anything to 
drink?" 

“What do you have?" 

"Root Beer, some ages old orange juice, and some PBR." 

"PBR?" 
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“Pabst Blue Ribbon. Best beer next to no money can buy.” 

“TI try it.” 

Adam handed her a can, taking one for himself. They clinked them 
together before opening them, taking a long swig. As Natalie tilted her 
head back to drink, Adam peeked from one eye, watching as her bountiful 
bosom stretched and moved with her torso. However she’d gotten those 
things down, she’d done a great job, although they didn’t look quite like 
“breasts” insomuch. Still, success is success. 

“So... um... speaking of that morning...” Adam began, wiping the 
corners of his mouth. “...what did happen, exactly?” 

Natalie pushed herself up onto the counter of the sink, sitting her 
drink next to her, kicking her legs back and forth. It was only at this 
point that Adam noticed the pigtails she had her hair done up in. Her 
hair was long enough that the ends of each nearly touched her shoulders. 
Undeniably, she exuded a certain cherub-like cuteness, and underneath 
that, a smoldering sexuality. 

“Well...” she began, biting her lip. She caught herself as she did, 
chuckling. “...well, I woke up, obviously, feeling a little hungover, but 
otherwise fine, although I nearly freaked because I wasn’t sure if I was 
wearing pants or not. I saw you sleeping on the floor, but I didn’t want 
to wake you.” 

“I was probably dead to the world anyway.” 

“You seemed like it. But, when I was turning over in your bed, 
something felt really off, like there was something wrong...” She 
stopped. “...well, different, about me. My chest was heavy and my bra 
felt really, really tight. So I went to the bathroom and, well...” She 
framed her chest neatly with her hands, a gesture that did not go without 
a great deal of quiet approval. “...I was like this. And I freaked out. 
Not everyone puts on two or three cup sizes in six hours, and my 
assumption was that if you do, it’s a very bad thing.” 

“So why’d you leave?” 

“I panicked. I didn't know how to react, much less think of how you 
would, and I'd enjoyed that night with you so much, I didn't want to 
freak you out or anything, so I scrawled my name on a piece of paper 
and hustled out of there." She took another drink of her beer, smiling 
wryly. “Itsays a lot about how much I was thinking that, rather than go 
see a doctor, I went to buy a new bra first." 

Adam's eyebrows jumped upwards, a sudden look of concern crossing 
his face. “Do you think you might really need to see a doctor? I mean, 
have you been feeling alright?" 

She shrugged. “I felt fine before it happened, I felt fine after it 
happened. When I got back to my room I checked myself out, and 


absolutely nothing felt out of place, so I just figured something weird 
with my body had happened. Hell, I felt better than fine after that night 
at my place." 

He smiled, placing his hands on her hips, pressing a gentle kiss to her 
lips. “Well, do me a small favor and get checked out. I mean, I’m sure 
it's nothing, but I want to be absolutely sure about this thing. The last 
thing I want to do, knowingly or not, is hurt you." 

“T appreciate your concern." She said, taking his face in her hands. 
“But I'm sure I’m fine. But, since I’m sure you'll bug me until I do get 
checked out, ГП go as soon as I can schedule an appointment. Someone 
I can convince I was this big when I walked in." 

They both laughed. 

"Now do you want to see my secrets of compression or not?" Natalie 
smiled, hopping off the counter. 

There was a second door for Adam and Dan's bedroom, but they 
generally left it open, as the front door was probably enough security as 
was. And, as Adam opened the door into his room, he immediately 
wished he'd cleaned a bit more before she'd come, even though he'd 
had no warning of her visit. The room wasn't a sty, at least as not as bad 
as he'd seen it on some weekends, but from the pile of clothes in his 
open closet to the scattered papers and soda bottles on his desk, it wasn't 
clean. 

Still, Natalie seemed unperturbed by the mess, plunking down on his 
bed, yawning and giving a stretch that was as much for his eyes as it was 
for her back. 

“T m going to have to come back more often,” Natalie said, “I really 
like your place. It's cozy." 

Adam sat at his computer. He generally left the thing running, so he 
flicked the monitor back on, and blanched as it powered on. That drawing 
of the girl in her sundress was his desktop, and before he could change 
it, he heard Natalie's sound of curiosity. 

“Well, well, well..." Natalie clucked, crawling along the bed to get 
a better look at the picture. “You really are a tit-man aren't you?" 

“24-7,” Adam said, rubbing the back of his neck. 

“Oh, and look at her. Cute face, those eyes, the little pigtails..." She 
pulled on hers for effect. “...and two fat, round tits." 

Adam turned to look at her as she finished her sentence. She was 
kneeling at the edge of his bed, thrusting her still sizable bosom at him, 
a mischievous smile on her face, her hands cupped underneath each 
breast, presenting them to him. Somewhere along the way, he noted, 
she had slipped off her jeans, exposing creamy smooth skin to his gaze. 
He'd forgotten, in lieu of everything happening with her upper torso, 














he’d forgotten how attractive he’d found her lower torso. Her hips and thighs radiated 
an inviting aura, neatly framing the pink thong that covered her sex. He actually had 
to fight to keep his mouth from dropping open. 

“Wanna come n’ play?” She inquired in such a husky voice, Adam felt like he 
could’ve come in his pants. He nodded lamely. 

“Here, I want to show you what me and Molly did.” She smirked. “Put on some 
music.” 

Adam swung back to his PC, opening up his Mp3 player and queuing up a few 
good hours worth of music. Hitting play, the music began to play, a smooth, but 
upbeat tune. As Natalie’s hips began to swish back and forth to the beat, Adam found 
himself quite unable to look away from her. She smiled, slipping off the bed and 
sauntering over to him. She reached down, taking his hands and pulling him to his 
feet. 

“Dance with me again?” She smiled. 

Adam nodded again as she melted into his arms, their bodies moving and swaying 
to the beat. As peaceful as it may have seemed, Natalie knew exactly what she was 
doing, rubbing her rump against the engorged lump that was his penis. If anything, 
she had to give the kid credit for maintaining his self composure for this long at all. 

As the song went on, Adam’s hands slipped from her stomach upwards, brushing 
the bottoms of her squashed bosom. Natalie smiled, placing her hands over his. 

“You wanna see my secret?” She piqued, rubbing her ass ever insistently against 
his groin. Adam could feel his groin positively aching with desire, but he nodded, 
releasing her from his arms. 

Natalie continued moving with the sinewy grace of a dancer, her arms crossing, 
hands grabbing at the hem of the shirt, pulling it ever upwards, exposing inch after 
inch of skin, until the comically malformed bulges of her breasts appeared. With a 
slow whisk, she pulled the shirt over her head, standing in front of him clad in nothing 
more than her matching thong and socks, and the mass of tape and cloth that was 
holding her bountiful bosom in place. Adam felt himself torn between an intense 
desire to laugh at the sheer absurdity of her look, and the want to satiate his barely- 
controlled libido. 

She turned to the left and right, placing her body in profile, before clasping her 
hands behind her, arching her back. “So?” 

Adam’s brain locked for a moment, before he stepped towards her, placing his 
hands upon her waist and drawing her into a kiss. He found himself surprised by the 
hunger Natalie reacted with, literally hopping into his arms, his hands cupped under 
her behind, her chest pressed against his, their mouths devouring each other. Adam 
could feel the heat emanating from her pussy through his jeans, could hear her moans 
and whimpers of desire as the kiss became more passionate. His legs wobbled as he 
stood, and he finally let gravity do what it must, falling backwards onto his bed with a 
whump. 

That whump turned into a grunt of pain as Adam felt his skull connect with the 
wall, and he grimaced, breaking his lip-lock to let loose a few choice words and rub 
the back of his skull. 


“Oh Jesus, I’m sorry!” Natalie cooed, half-laughing. “Are you okay?” 21 








Adam chuckled as the pain ebbed, kissing her lips again. “I’m sure 
I'll be justfine." He adjusted his position slightly so they lay lengthwise 
upon the bed. As she brushed hair away from her brown eyes, he could 
see her hands pulling at her makeshift containment. 

“Would you like to get that thing off?" He inquired. 

"[ would." She nodded. “I’ve been uncomfortably compressed for 
a while now, and my nipples need their freedom." 

Adam laughed, reaching around to her back, fiddling with the cloth 
and tape construction until he had finally managed to tear away a section 
of duct tape, loosing her confinement. Natalie let out an audible sigh as 
he did so, and Adam could' ve sworn he felt her bosom grow against his 
chest. 

“Thank god for that.” She smiled, sitting up, straddling his waist, 
her magnificent bosom popping back into prominence. His eyes refused 
to tear themselves away from their majesty, the perfect nipples and 
saucer-sized pink areole that surrounded them. They looked just as big 
as ever, two fat honeydew melons strapped to her chest. As she began 
to cup and massage them, Adam sighed. 

“You look absolutely spectacular," he murmured. 

Crimson tinted the edges of Natalie's cheeks. “Why thank you. 
Sometimes a lady likes to be reminded she's pretty." 

“Well you are. You're absolutely gorgeous. I mean... I’m kind of 
surprised you’ ve been so kind and cool about this.” 

She shushed him, putting a finger to his lips. “We already discussed 
this Adam. But in case you're wondering, I'm not lying, not even a 
little bit. I like looking this way, I like how it makes me feel and how 
much closer it makes me feel to you, like we share something together." 

She folded her arms underneath her bosom, pushing them up gently. 
They almost touched her chin. “Don’t be so nervous, I really do like 
em’. I’ve come to enjoy men ogling in a certain way, and it's not like I 
haven't dealt with bitchy women before, so that's no problem. 
Honestly..." her voice dropped to a whisper, *...I wonder what it would 
be like to go even bigger." 

"Bigger?" Adam asked incredulously. 

"Yes, bigger." She shrugged, even that slight motion sending her 
bosom into ripples. “Are you telling me you never imagined yourself 
with a bigger dick?" 

“Are you trying to tell me something?" 

She swatted him on the shoulder. “Of course not. But honestly, 
you've never wondered what it might be like to have a 18-inch cock? 
Or to be 6'6", or have the body of an athlete?" 

“Well yeah, everyone's wondered." 

“Ме too. When I was in Middle School, this boy, Brendan brought 
a magazine into class. All the boys were crowded around it joking and 
staring, and eventually, the girls got a hold of it. It was a girlie mag, but 


all the girls were really, really, really well-stacked. I mean...” She 
started to give an example with her hands, and stopped, realizing she 
exceeded her own memory. “...well, they were really busty. And I 
didn't think most of them were particularly pretty, but I wondered, what 
was it like to have breasts like that? And so every now and then, when 
I came home from school, I'd grab this bag of balloons I had. Really, 
really big ones. And P'd stuff them under my shirt and inflate them, and 
see how I looked with breasts like those women. I thought I looked so 
sexy sometimes, something would stir in me I guess. So I'd always 
wondered. When puberty hit and all I got was a pair of B's, I figured 
that was that, and I'd play with the hand I was given, but I still wondered." 

“So this is kind of like fulfilling a fantasy for you?" 

She nodded. “And a lot more. It's not just the boobs, Adam, it's 
you." Asshe finished, she leaned back down to kiss his lips once more, 
smashing her bosom into his chest. Her nipples were rock-hard, and 
dug through the fabric of his shirt into his chest. Almost instinctively, 
she began to rub them back and forth against him, whimpering slightly. 

“It's amazing that I got to see one of my fantasies come to life, and 
fall in love.” Natalie pulled her lips from his, her hands reaching for his 
wrists. “бо yeah, I kind of wonder, for the both of us, what if I was even 
bigger? I know I kind of want to find out." 

He felt her dragging his hands to her breasts, and he quickly took his 
place, kneading and massaging the flesh gently. “So you want me to try 
and make you bigger?" 

"Sort of. You're still trying to get your powers completely under 
control, right?" 

Adam's mind flashed back to the incident at the store, and he bit his 
lip. “Yeah...” 

“Well, consider me your Guinea Pig." 

He immediately shook his head. “No, no way. I don't want to do 
anything I'd regret to you." 

“Adam, exactly what have your powers done so far?" 

“Well, other than the breasts and the orgasms, nothing." 

“And how many times has it happened now?" 

“Г ve lost count... But that doesn’t mean something else won't..." 

" Adam, it's okay. I trust you." 

For a minute, Adam was quiet. He did not think insomuch about 
trying to do further modification to her body, but more about the fact 
that she had just accepted him so, even volunteered herself. On a practical 
level, he did need to practice, but more personally, he knew he had to be 
the single luckiest man on the planet. He couldn't imagine any other 
woman on the planet reacting to this series of events with the same, 
smiling, supportive happiness that she had. They both must’ve been 
nuts. 

“So... you want to try that then? Let me practice?" he started. 
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She rolled her eyes. “Sure. I came over and stripped to the waist 
entirely thinking we'll do nothing this evening but sit and watch you 
make my boobs bigger." 

They both fell silent. 

"Alright, maybe we'll do that as well." Natalie laughed, rolling off 
him and standing in the middle of the room. She shook her shoulders 
fiercely, sending her mountainous bosoms caroming into one another 
and across her chest. “Let's see how much control you have then. Make 
me bigger." 

Adam sat up. With every moment this woman spent topless in front 
of him, he could feel any semblance of common sense ebbing into the 
back of his mind. He pushed himself up off the bed, all the while staring 
at her massive bosom. The things actually blocked his view of all but 
the very bottom of her stomach. Not that he was complaining. 
Unconsciously, his hands moved to the sides of her breasts, squashing 
them together gently, beginning to knead and caress their expanse. 
Natalie let out a pleasant murmur of contentment, stepping forward, 
further mashing herself into his hands. Adam marveled at her, his face 
still a foot away from hers, but his hands overflowing with titflesh. 

“So?” She tilted her head to one side. “You going to try or what?" 

“Well, you'll have to excuse me, but it's a little hard to concentrate 
right now." Adam chuckled. He had forgotten exactly how beautiful 
her breasts were, and how much he enjoyed playing with them. He 
could've spent the rest of the evening lost in bliss, just toying with them, 
sucking on her nipples and burying his head in the canyon between 
them. 

“Т know...” Natalie smiled. A certain languid expression had settled 
upon her face that Daniel had seen in her the last time they had been 
together. “...it’s a little hard for me to think straight right now too.” 
She managed to focus her eyes on his, however. “Perhaps if you stopped 
squeezing..." 

"Right, right." Adam managed, with some effort, to get his hands to 
stop kneading her breasts, leaving his hands at eight and four o'clock, 
gently cupping their weight with a smile. “So... you want me to make 
them bigger?" 

“Mmm-hmm.” 

“And you know I don't know if Гуе got this totally under control 
yet, right?" 

“Yes, we discussed that already." 

“So... how much bigger do you want? I mean, I think you may 
already have the biggest tits in the world, so that's not really a goal." 

She chuckled, shrugging. “How about just bigger. Noticeably 
bigger." 

“How about one cup size?" 

“Adam, can you even guess what cup size I am?" 
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“Then just stick with bigger.” 

“Alright, let me try.” Adam began. He really did need to clear his 
mind, staring at her breasts wasn't exactly helping him stay in the proper 
state of mind for this. He blinked hard a few times, shaking his head 
before honing in on her bosom once more, readjusting his hands. His 
fingers splayed out as his vision began to tunnel down. He could hear 
the music playing faintly, seemingly further and further away as he could 
feel the sensation begin. Like a crackling current returning to his arms, 
1t started slowly this time as he concentrated on putting it under his 
control, slowly making its way from his shoulders, down past his elbows 
to his wrists, and filling his palm. The unrestrained power was still 
there, the chance of another outburst of power sitting just at the back of 
his mind should he lose his concentration. Focusing harder, his mind's 
eye again created that picture of her bosom, possibilities and things he 
could do flashing through his mind. Adam felt a wave of exultation 
sweep through him. He was really in control now, he could do whatever 
he wanted... at least, as far as making them bigger went. His control 
over their shape seemed complete, but his control over their size only 
seemed to go one way, at least at the current time. 

Natalie had to suppress a small giggle as she watched him. She’d 
never seen him this focused, this intent on anything previously, and here 
he was, about to bore a hole through her breasts with his eyes. Butas his 
expression softened from one of absolute focus to a more contented 
look of understanding, she felt an odd sensation seem to enter her body 
from his hands. It was odd, at best, but she gasped aloud when it suddenly 
increased in intensity, leaping from his hands to her bosom, carving a 
path through her chest until it sat right behind her rib cage, bringing a 
prickling sensation to her breasts. She would later swear that she actually 
felt her bosom begin to quiver, ever so gently as this happened. 

Adam sucked in a deep breath and released it slowly. This part had 
proved difficult before, but hopefully now, he’d have it down. But, as 
he thought about making her larger, Natalie’s body replied to his 
commands. 

Just a little now... come on... just a bit, Adam thought to himself. 
And slowly, Natalie”s breasts responded. He could feel the skin stretching 
against his hands, like a balloon filling with air. But these certainly 
weren’t filled with air, they were getting heavier as more flesh came 
into existence, expanding out towards him ever so slowly. At first the 
growth seemed impossible to spot, but as he watched, it became 
completely evident. Her breasts kept their spectacularly round, firm 
shape, but continued to grow in size, expanding in all directions. He 
could see her arms, hanging at her sides, beginning to disappear behind 
their bulk, the bottom of her bust line expanding down towards her waist. 








If asked, he couldn’t have put a phrase to how much he was enjoying 
the show. This meant, more than anything, not only had he wrested 
some control, but now he might have really been able to explore his 
fantasy. How big would Natalie consider “too big?" He'd be absolutely 
thrilled to go about the process of finding out. 

Natalie, meanwhile, was lost, awash in the sensation. What had 
started out odd and weird, had become immensely pleasurable, not in 
an intensely erotic manner, just good. Like a fantastic massage when 
one’s back is kinked, or the cool caress of the breeze of an overheated 
body. She suddenly felt so comfortable, so at ease, and the sensation 
was so nice... Opening her eyes, she looked over the top of her bosom. 
She could actually feel them growing, becoming larger. No words could 
properly express the sensation, so she settled with a murmur of 
contentment. 

Adam couldn't have put a number on how much bigger he'd made 
her, he still didn't dare test out how far exactly he could take things, 
since explaining to Campus Police why two huge breasts had just burst 
out of his window might be a tad difficult. But, he felt he'd made her 
big enough now, at least for them. She was bigger, no doubt, not to 
mention still being absolutely gorgeous. For people who'd seen her 
before, she'd look a little bigger, and for the rest, she'd still be 
unbelievable. 

He removed his hands from her breasts, feeling the sensation rescind, 
nodding in gentle appreciation. For all of the caution he usually had, 
she had lit the spark of curiosity now. Now he wanted the chance to 
give someone some absolutely inconceivable breasts. 

"[ think I’m about done." He took a step back, to admire her trunk. 
Still no stretch marks, the same creamy, olive-tanned skin, each breasts 
seeming to defy gravity with how much it jutted outwards, rather than 
drooping to the floor. They maintained a perfect balance, their perfect 
curve capped by those glorious, fat, attractive nipples. 

Natalie looked down at herself, reaching her hands underneath the 
mass of her bosom and hefting them once more. A huge amount of 
breastflesh spilled over her forearms. “Wow... you wouldn't believe 
how that felt. And you said you had ‘no control." 

“I didn't think I had enough yet. I still don't." 

“Well, you had enough to make them a little bigger." She raised a 
mischievous eyebrow. “We’ll have to try this again sometime.” 

“Not now?" 

"No..." Natalie chided. She slipped her thumbs into the sides of 
her thong, pushing it down and off. As she bent at the waist, her bosom 
nearly touched the floor, her engorged nipples no more than a foot away 
from the tile. 

“*...I had other things in mind for now." Natalie smirked, tossing 
the panties at Adam. They smacked him in the shoulder, not eliciting 


even Ше slightest reaction. He was too busy admiring her body. So, she 
decided to give him a show while he was at it. 

The music playing on Adam's computer hit a more upbeat song, as 
she smiled, turning away from him. Stretching her arms over her head, 
she stuck out her chest, knowing her breasts were so massive Adam 
could easily see them from behind. Then bending at the waist, she 
reached down towards her toes, her hips beginning to sway in time to 
the music. Looking back over her shoulder, her hands pushed her breasts 
to each side of her body before she straightened back up. 

Adam stood agog. As her body moved in time with the music, her 
bosom had taken up a constant jiggling movement, swaying left and 
right with her hips, jiggling with every heavy step she took. Their 
movement increased as she turned back to him, swiveling her hips in a 
small circle, her hands at her waist, then moving upwards, along her 
sides, caressing the sides of her breasts before moving up towards her 
neck, her hips moving and pumping with the rhythm. She moved with 
all the grace of a dancer, her head moving from side to side, her brown 
hair whipping about her face. He could see her lips moving, silently 
reciting the lyrics along with the singer as she approached him, her arm 
extending to touch his shoulder before she mashed her chest into his. 
Stepping closer and closer, more and more titflesh pushed against him 
until it felt like she had gone as far as she could, her arms draped across 
his shoulders, hips moving in a hypnotizing rhythm. 

Like a flash, she suddenly spun, rubbing her ass against his now- 
painful erection, arm circling around to caress the nape of his neck before 
she slowly spun away, her bulky breasts dragging against his arm as she 
moved around him, crushing herself against his back, one hand sliding 
into the front of his pants and taking a firm grasp of his manhood, the 
other wrapped around his stomach. He could feel her warm breath on 
his neck as the very tip of her tongue trailed from the bottom of his neck 
up to his earlobe, where she took it in her mouth and nibbled gently. 
Adam let out a guttural moan at this point. Too much more of this and 
he wouldn't hold himself responsible for any future actions. 

Giving his cock one last happy tug, Natalie finally released her grasp 
upon him, moving her way back around to his front, not letting his body 
come out of contact with her breasts for a single moment. She made a 
particular effort to dig her nipples into him as she did so, rubbing and 
working them against his shirt and skin. Being with him like this, she 
felt so incredibly sexy, like she was the only thing in the world that 
mattered to him right now, not to mention how incredibly horny she 
felt. The sensation in the pit of her stomach had become almost 
unbearable, and it had taken almost all of her concentration not to just 
undo his pants and impale herself on his cock. Still, she stepped away 
from him, every step resounding with sultry intent. Squeezing her breasts 
together with her forearms, she mounted them up into a pile together, 
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holding them up with one arm, caressing their broad flank with her free hand as she 
turned back to him. 

As the song reached its rhythmical conclusion, she let her breasts drop, causing 
them to wobble and smack into each other. Extending her hand, she curled one finger, 
intimating for him to join her as she shook her body form side to side with the music. 

He was many things, but he was not one to reject such an invitation. Even if he 
completely embarrassed himself, he was incapable of caring as he stepped towards her, 
moving his neck to match hers before reaching out, wrapping his arm around her waist, 
pulling her to him. She responded immediately, grabbing at the hem of his shirt, never 
seeming to lose the beat as she whipped his shirt off over his head. She began to drag 
her fingertips over his chest, but had to stop, stifling a smile as she realized that her 
bosom took up 4/5ths of Adam's chest. 

Adam began humming along with the music, gazing at her comically stunning body. 
There couldn't have been a man in the world that she couldn't have if she didn't want 
him, and she didn't want any of them, she wanted him. And oh, how he wanted her. 
For every second he spent marveling at the wonder of his situation, he spent ten thinking 
about making her moan and scream in pleasure, her breasts bouncing up and down 
upon her chest, obscuring her face on each downstroke as they fucked mercilessly. 

Natalie's hands found the button of his pants and quickly undid it, slipping them 
down his legs. Adam kicked them away, feeling his cock, only concealed by the cotton 
of his boxers poking right into the small tuft of hair above her pussy. Within moments, 
those boxers were gone too, thrown across the room as they moved. 

Adam moved his face forwards, pressing his lips to hers once, before pulling away 
with a smile. He'd later say he should've expected the response that Natalie gave at 
that point, but he'd just about given away all of his higher brain functions by then. 

Natalie pounced on him, leaping into his arms, wrapping hers around her neck, one 
breast crushing into his chest, the other actually squirting out to one side, where Adam 
captured part of its bulk in the crook of his arm. He nearly keeled over backwards, 
putting a hand out to control himself against his chair, before leaning forwards, taking 
a step before pushing her back against his closet door to relieve some of the weight 
upon his arms. However Natalie got around with those things was beyond him, but 
those breasts had certainly made her a bit weightier. 

“I need you." Natalie gasped, her hand moving down to search where their hips met 
for him. After a few moments of fumbling, her hand found his iron-stiff cock, and she 
quickly guided it inside of her, letting out a loud moan as she did so. Her hips bucked 
against him, pushing his dick to the deepest reaches of her pussy. The fervency with 
which she moved against him honestly surprised Adam, as she began to build up a 
pumping rhythm against him, just using her hips and feet to guide him in and out of her 
body. He could feel her clenching and quivering around him, the muscles of her pussy 
seeming to be trying to draw him even further inside of her with each thrust. 

“Oh god, oh god I’m going to come already!" Natalie cried, before letting out a 
groan that quickly turned into a scream of pleasure. She was breathing hard, her face 
scrunched up in concentration as her hips pounded against his, her breasts bobbling 
and jiggling against him, threatening to spill loose of his grasp at any moment. Not 
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one to leave himself completely out of the action, Adam readjusted her 
immense breast under his arm, pushing it to his front and tilting it 
upwards. Staring back up at him it looked spectacular, as fat around as 
a watermelon, her nipple as hard as ever, lifted a bit off the flesh of her 
breast by the engorged and puffy areole surrounding it. Craning his 
neck downwards, Adam encircled her nipple with his lips, surprised at 
how much he was able to take into his mouth without really stretching. 
Swirling his tongue around its outside, he began to suck as hard as he 
could, intermittently flicking his tongue back and forth over its length. 

“Shit, oh shit! I...” She didn’t quite finish her sentence before 
freezing, crushing his hips to hers as her pussy clamped down like a 
vice upon his cock. The come was not so kind as to start slowly, instead 
it simply erupted over her, every square inch of her body radiating in 
ecstasy. Feeling Adam’s tongue flicking and laboring over her nipple 
made it all that much more intense. The sex felt so pleasurable, so 
gloriously wonderful to have his cock inside of her, to be able to fuck 
him until they were too exhausted to do it anymore, and then to do it 
again, and again, and again... 

Thatreverent fantasy was enough to push Natalie over the edge once 
more, the second orgasm crashing over her like a wave. She buried her 
head into the crook of his neck, crying out, hoping in the very recesses 
of her mind that her appreciative manner wouldn’t invite the wrath of 
his RA. 

Feeling her coming again, Adam finally came up for air from her 
breasts, grimacing slightly as she stifled her scream by biting the side of 
his neck. It would leave a mark, but he wouldn’t complain. It diverted 
his mind for a few precious seconds, hopefully allowing him to last a bit 
longer, as he was not more than a hairsbreadth away from peaking 
himself. 

“Ooohhhh god, oh shit, oh shit..." Natalie murmured, panting, as 
she removed her mouth from his neck. Adam could feel her trembling 
in his arms as he pulled her away from the wall. Intermittently, her 
pussy still clenched around him, and she would let out a small yelp 
whenever it did. Quickly finding a seat, he plunked himself back down 
at his chair, stilly fully embedded inside her as she leaned against him 
for support as the last few tremors exited her body. 

“Mmmm... you're not done fucking me, are you?" She whispered 
in his ear, swirling her hips around on him. 

“Not by a longshot,” he smiled. “I just wanted to give you a moment." 

“God, look at what I did!” Her fingers touched where her teeth had 
left an unmistakable mark. “Oh, I'm sorry.” 

His hand touched her face, pulling her lips to his for another scorching 
kiss. “ГИ be fine.” 

Her hips began moving with some insistence upon his, her pussy 
forming a happy sheath for his cock. After a few seconds of this, she 


lifted herself up before dropping herself right back down upon him, cooing 
appreciatively as she did so. 

"[ want... to make you come again." Her face quickly was becoming 
flushed again, and her breath becoming more and more ragged as she 
moved. She began to reposition herself, bracing her arms against the 
back of the chair, placing her feet on the sides. With a little effort, she 
was doing some very, very deep knee bends on top of him, very slowly at 
first, cooing with every movement. Even with all he new about her 
newfound bust, Adam was stunned that he could nearly rest his chin on 
top of her bust with her sitting in his lap. 

Placing his hands on either side of her corpulent bosom, he could feel 
himself growing impossibly stiffer inside of her as, with every bounce up 
and down, her breasts jiggled and wobbled before him. They felt so 
incredibly firm, so round and perfect, and with her sliding up and down 
atop him, her murmurs and cooings turned into increasingly loud moans 
and squeals... 

She stopped suddenly, sinking down all the way upon him, looking 
directly into his eyes. Hers were focused with a hunger, an erotic heat 
that bored into his, and as her hips moved from side to side, he watched 
as she took one of her mammoth breasts in both hands. Just the very 
action of doing this sent her pussy into spasms, as she slowly brought her 
nipple to her mouth, wrapping her lips around it, and suckling as hard as 
she could. 

The combination of visual, aural and physical was a sight more stimulus 
than Adam felt he could handle. The moment she began suckling on her 
tit, he saw her eyes weld shut, her face flushing again as she screamed 
into her colossal mammary, her cunt clamping down upon him as she 
flung herself wholly into another orgasm, her body rocking into his, 
seemingly pleading with him to peak with her. Between her actions and 
the simple feel of her bosom mashed against his chest, he really couldn't 
argue with her. 

He'd been on edge for a while already, but when he finally loosed 
himself inside of her, he swore it felt like he might never be capable of 
ejaculating again, such was the force and length of his cum. Never much 
of a person for theatrics, he found himself stifling a cry as he sucked in a 
deep breath, his hips launching into hers, lifting her a few inches off the 
chair as they shared a powerful orgasm. 

After at least five or six Jets of semen, and what seemed like ages, 
Adam felt his body finally come down. Natalie had released her mouth's 
grip on her breast, and wrapped her arms around his shoulders for support. 
She was still panting, sweaty, and her body still twitched occasionally 
with aftershocks. Together, like that, they spent a few quiet moments. 

Finally, Natalie pushed herself off him, forming her hands into a “Т” 
shape in front of him. 








“Time out, really," she panted. “I need a break, maybe something to 
drink as well." 

He nodded in agreement. Still, however, neither moved to disengage 
their self from the other. 

"One of us has to get up, you know." He curled and uncurled his toes, 
as if just to make sure they still worked. 

“I'm not sure if I trust my legs yet." She giggled. It was only a half 
truth, even after all that, and feeling nearly exhausted by him, she still 
wasn't sure if she'd be able to slide him out of her without another orgasm, 
or even trying to fuck him again. Still, even after all that, she could still 
feel him, hard as ever inside her, apparently ready for another go-round. 
This one was definitely a keeper. 

After another five minutes of procrastination, she finally did relent 
however, Adam helping push her up and off him. She had been right, 
feeling him slide out of her was as intensely erotic as when he had first slid 
in. And when she had tried to stand up, her legs had nearly buckled. He 
had thankfully caught her before she hit the floor, but they still laughed 
together anyway. 

"Promise me something?" She asked, as he escorted her towards the 
bathroom. They'd decided on cleaning up first, getting something to eat, 
and then some more fucking. 

“What?” 

“You didn’t use your powers then, right?” 

Adam shook his head. “No, no tingle, no sensation, no anything.” 

Natalie laughed. “Well if you do, warn me ahead of time. That was 
intense enough already." 

Adam grinned. Natalie had a full understanding of how to flatter a 
man, and to make matters even better, she didn't have to embellish in the 
slightest. He had been absolutely fantastic in bed. 

“So it was good?" 

“You couldn't tell?” 

“Just checking.” 

She rolled her eyes and gave him а peck on Ше cheek. “Adam, I’m not 
faking barely being able to walk for giggles." 

“бо it was like last time?" 

She shook her head, thinking about the memory. “No, it was different. 
I mean, when І came just now... it was good... it was great. But when you 
did itto me with your powers... it was something unbelievable, something 
different. I mean, it didn't stop... it just kept on going and going... god, T 
can remember it like it just happened." 

In thinking about it, Natalie could feel her body begin to come to life 
once more as he ushered her into the small bathroom. There was something 
almost otherworldly about when he used his powers to give her an orgasm. 
It was like nothing she'd ever experienced before; it put any other orgasm 
to shame in comparison. It felt like raw erotic power had tapped all of her 


erogenous zones, pushing her body to an unknown peak of pleasure that 
perhaps no one had ever felt before. 

Adam pulled the shower curtain back, closing the door behind them. 
Reaching in, he turned on the water, all the while bumping into her breasts. 
In the confined 5x4 space of the bathroom, with a great deal of space being 
taken up by the faucet, cabinet, sink and toilet, Natalie's pendulous bosom 
was just about impossible to get around. As they stepped under the warm 
water together, Adam resolved that they would absolutely have to spend a 
weekend locked in a room together, with nothing more than the bare 
essentials; food, water, and some energy bars. No clothes would be needed. 

She immediately turned to him as he stepped into the shower, smiling. 
“Look at this.” 

Standing at the wall, Adam gaped at her ridiculous bounty. With her 
back to the wall of the shower, Natalie’s breasts actually jutted out so far 
as to actually exit the shower, proper. The water dribbled down their 
remaining girth, dripping off the ends. 

“Could you imagine if they were any bigger?" she sighed, smiling. 

“1 think I can." 

She turned to him, a wry smile on her face before they both burst into 
laughter. 

He grabbed his bottle of liquid soap and scrubber, squirting a small 
amount into the loofah-like sponge as she looked on. In the confined 
space of the shower, he almost literally could not stand and not be touching 
her enormous breasts. He found himself more impressed that they weren't 
lying underneath the warm water, grunting and screaming towards another 
climax, and annoying his neighbors to no end. 

“You be careful with that..." She waggled her finger at him as he began 
soaping up her legs. It amused the both of them to no end that, for the 
most part, with his head underneath her tits, he would not get wet. 
“...so...how hard do you think you could make a girl cum with those 
powers of yours?" 

“I dunno." She could hear Adam's voice from underneath her breasts, 
and to see him, she actually had to part them and look downwards. “Never 
tried, never considered it. Pretty hard, I guess, I mean, there doesn't seem 
to be any ‘upper limit’ to any of this." 

“So really, really, really, really, really hard?" 

"Sure, I guess. I mean, I haven't tried, but I could probably damn near 
kill someone." 

"Wow." Natalie was silent for a moment. “Wanna find out how big 
you can make it?" 

He began to stand up, his head hitting against her breasts, sending them 
wobbling . He snickered. “Are you propositioning me Ms. Merchant?" 

"Perhaps. Let's see how far this can take us, shall we? Just how big 
can we go?" 








Adam furrowed his brow. “So let me get this straight. You want me 
to give you bigger tits, and the biggest orgasms conceivable." 

She nodded. 

“You're sure?” 

“Adam...” 

“I know, I know, ‘we talked about this.’ I just want to be 100% sure. 
But yes, I think I can accommodate such a demand, if you're willing to 
bargain." 

"Bargain?!?" She snorted, smiling incredulously. "Isn't me doing 
this more than enough?" 

“T think I can think up some other bargaining points." His hands 
began soaping up her left breast. She had been able to ignore the 
pleasurable sensation of the water pattering against the vast expanse of 
her chest, but now, as his hands began to gently rub and clean her, it was 
getting much, much harder to ignore. 

“If you're going to start the car, you'd damn well better be driving 
it.” She let out a sudden high-pitched squeak as the scrubber passed 
over her nipple, moving into the canyon between her breasts. 

“Га never think of such a thing.” He smiled, as her hands found his 
still-ready cock, tugging insistently. 

“We clean up after this though. I’m hungry.” She smirked, whirling 
around, her breasts continuing in their orbit for a moment before 
rebounding gloriously into place. Placing her hands on the back wall of 
the shower, she bent at the waist, proffering her luscious ass and open 
vagina to him, her breasts hanging low, easily visible from behind him. 

“No powers though.” She turned to look at him over her shoulder. 
“I want to be better prepared.” 

“ГП try.” He smiled. Taking the scrubber, he worked it along her 
hips and the backs of her thighs, up to her behind, spreading her cheeks 
before soaping up between them, steadying her increasingly anticipatory 
legs as she began to poke her butt out further, trying to goad him into 
diving into her all the way to the hilt. From that position, he could see 
her clitoris, angry and engorged, poking out a good quarter-inch from 
her labia, just begging for some action. 

“Please...” He could hear her voice becoming less firm, beginning 
to quiver. “Pleaaseee...” 

Sliding the scrubber downwards, he dragged the mesh across swollen 
labia and rubbed for a long moment over her clit, causing her hips to 
begin moving with a mind all their own, her voice disintegrating into a 
series of whines and moans. He wanted her at the very edge, ready to 
cum again once he did decide to take the dive. 

Planting his cock firmly between her soapy cheeks, he rubbed himself 
up and down against that cutely puckered anus he hadn’t noticed prior. 
She moaned again in response, pushing herself hard against him, trying 


to work him inside of her. He dropped the scrubber however, holding 
her hips with both hands, shaking his head. 

“Not until I say so.” 

“Please Adam.... I need it...” 

“You need what?" He slipped himself further downwards, his shaft 
rubbing against her lips and clit. Even among all the water, he could tell 
she was dripping wet. Her breath caught as he did so, and he could hear 
her stifling a cry. Her hips tried to buck against him, his hands holding 
them securely in place as he continued the pleasurable torture, her upper 
body quivering in anticipation, her tits wobbling together and apart as 
she tried to will him inside of her. 

“You need what?" He asked again, rubbing the head of his cock right 
against her clit. 

“Fuck.... Me...." She could barely speak. 

“T can't hear you." 

Natalie was so horny she could barely see or think straight. Her most 
powerful, erotic fantasies had always involved a certain level of 
submissiveness on her party, and now, bent like this, with him demanding 
these things from her in such a commanding fashion, she felt like she 
would explode if he didn't give her the release she needed. 

His rubbing became more insistent. "You... need... what?" 

“Fucking FUCK me Adam! Please! Please fuck me! Fuck me and 
come with me!" She screamed out finally, loud enough that anyone who 
might' ve been listening certainly would've heard. She needed him so 
badly, needed his cock inside of her, she needed to come all over him, 
and then to share another orgasm with him. Nothing else mattered. 

As she finished, Adam readjusted himself, placing his manhood at 
the entrance of her pussy, and pounding home in one long stroke. Natalie 
let out a jerking cry, smashing her hips back up against him. Slowly, he 
pushed her back against he wall, his hands releasing her hips as they 
seeked out her monstrous breasts. Easily sliding his hands along their 
slippery expanse, he began to knead and pull on the sensitive flesh, 
pushing himself ever deeper inside of her to allow his hands to knead the 
massive mounds of titflesh that hung from her chest. Grabbing a firm 
hold of both, he pulled his hips backwards, feeling her pussy try to draw 
him back in as he hesitated for a moment before slamming back into her 
pussy. 

“AAUNGH!” Was all she could manage, biting her arm, trying to 
keep her increasing squeals quiet. But every time his cock plunged into 
her, a new wave of sensation rushed through her body. His cock felt 
splendid inside of her, and she could feel her cunt spasming and clutching 
around it with a ferocity that she hadn't ever experienced before. 

Such things didn't go unnoticed by Adam either. Pulling out of her 
after every stroke was actually becoming difficult, as, even with the 
slippery wetness of the water and her own juices, Natalie's cunt seemed 








































































































to be simply trying to suck him inside of her, dick and all! Feeling his hips begin to 
fatigue, Adam opted for the path of least resistance, slowly sinking back inside of her, 
listening to her moan into her arm as he did so. 

His hands never left her bourgeoning bustline, cradling her bust as they bounced 
and shook with her body. Every time he got his hands upon them, he was amazed at 
how soft and supple her breasts were, how firm they remained, and of how sensitive 
they were. More than anything, their immense size was the first thing on his mind. No 
matter how far forward he leaned, he could not reach her nipples. 

Leaning backwards and placing his hands on her waist, he slowly drew himself out 
of her, letting his rock-hard cock rub against her soaking wet pussylips before gently 
easing himself back inside of her. She spasmed around him once more, this time her 
moan escaping the muffling influence of her arm, escaping into the bathroom around 
them. She felt so good, so spectacular... it was such a wonder to actually be with a 
woman like this... and to imagine, it could be better than this? 

Well, really, it could, for at least one of them. It would just take a good amount of 
concentration, which he didn't know if he could honestly muster at this point. Here 
was this fantastically built young thing, clenching and grinding against his cock, 
moaning and squealing with every moment, with two absolutely gigantic tits bouncing 
around, begging to be sucked... 

“Oh shit... shit... shitshitshitshit..." Natalie erupted in a string of profanities as her 
body quivered in orgasmic delight once more. She glanced over her shoulder at him, 
her face a mask of pleasure. 

“Do it," she murmured. 

At some later date, Adam would be a bit weirded out by her seemingly reading his 
thoughts, but for now, all he needed was the confirmation of his own thoughts. Pistoning 
himself inside of her, he could feel the bubbling beginnings of his orgasm in the pit of 
his stomach and in the sudden surge of sensation in his balls. He couldn't have been 
more than a few strokes away by now, but he kept up his pace, squeezing his eyes shut, 
ramming himself into her as hard as he could. Their bodies met with an audible slap 
now, Natalie letting out an increasingly loud yelp with every stroke. 

It took less than he expected to get the sensation, his power, to return, but when it 
did, it was not simply the unleashing of a power within him. It was an extension of 
him now, and with every measured moment that it charged down his arms, into the 
palms of his hands and into the tips of his fingers, he could feel himself willing it there, 
controlling it, telling it where to go and what to do. It actually hesitated for a moment, 
a pricking sensation covering the skin of his hands before it shot into Natalie. 

Herself, Natalie had been thoroughly enjoying another deep-dicking from her 
boyfriend. Fucking him just felt so amazing, even more powerful than her most intense 
fantasies. She'd never known she could have possibly been as multi-orgasmic as she 
was now until she met him. She'd lost count of the number of times the sensations in 
her pussy and all throughout her massive bustline had overwhelmed her brain and sent 
her into another climax, but to be on the safe side, she'd say at least 20 times. She 
swore, every time her breasts bounced when he was fucking her felt spectacular. Were 
it not for the fact that she was afraid of knocking herself out on the floor, she'd have 





been mauling her capacious bosom herself. Frankly, she was a little sad 
that the thing’s size kept Adam from properly giving them the once (or 
twice) over they so thusly deserved. But even after all of that, when she 
felt that sensation surge from Adam’s hands to her body, nothing could 
compare. 

Letting out a sharp cry, Natalie thrust herself back upon Adam, burying 
his cock inside of her as she smashed into another monstrous, mind-bending 
orgasm. Her eyes ached, they were closed so tightly, and with every moment 
the come lasted, she felt like she would simply explode. Every inch of her 
body seemed to be reverberating in this moment, not least of which her 
nipples and clit, which felt so large, so distended, that it would’ve been 
painful, were both not sending non-stop signals of pleasure to her brain. 


The fierce nature of her orgasm didn’t surprise Adam as much as feeling 
the warm blast of liquid against his groin. He’d heard of female ejaculation, 
but never seen it, but here she was, her juices squirting out of her pussy as 
she howled out her orgasm. The bubbling sensation in his balls became 
twice as insistent, and suddenly, his cock pulsed, before he slammed himself 
into her, unleashing jet after jet of hot cum deep inside of her cunt. His 
hips continued jerking afterwards, instinctively, his arms wrapping around 
her waist as Natalie went limp. She was breathing raggedly, in shuddering 
gasps. 

It took a few seconds for the aftershocks to finally wean their way out 
of his body and he could trust himself physically once more. When he did, 
gently, he pulled her upright, gazing over her shoulder at the massive 
pontoons she called breasts. Their size was still simply stunning, there 
wasn't a stripper in the world she couldn't have put to shame. 

Letting himself slide out of her slowly, he hugged her close to him, 
stretching his arm to turn off the water from the shower. She stirred gently, 
rolling her head back to let it rest on his shoulder. 

"Powers that time, right?" she murmured, smiling. 

“Yeah, powers that time," he nodded. 

“Mmmm...” She turned in his arms, those massive breasts thudding 
against his chest before slipping between them, mashing against his chest 
and stomach. He could feel them pressed against him, from very nearly 
his collarbone all the way down to his waist. 

Leaning forward (it did take a bit of effort now), she kissed him gently 
on the lips. “So can we do this again sometime?" 

“Well of course, but you'll have to give me some time to recuperate," 
he chuckled. 

“Of course." She smiled sweetly. “But you're going to have to be 
careful Mr. Tinson." 

“Well, of course, I mean, I feel like Ги in more control now but you 
never know..." 


“Not that kind of careful..." She laughed, pressing a finger to his nose. 
*. ..careful because, if you let me, ГП ride you until that thing is an inch 
shorter." 

He nodded, laughing. “ГЇЇ take that advice." 

When she could completely trust her legs again, which were still rather 
wobbly, they stepped out of the shower together. Deferring to the lady, 
Adam proffered her his towel, which she slowly dried with. Adam could 
feel himself stirring to life once more as she ran the cloth over her breasts, 
knowing she had to be purposely making them wiggle and bounce so as 
she did. When she lifted them up slightly to dry underneath them, he felt 
as if he might lose it right there. 

Noticing, she waggled her finger at him. *Ah-ah. We're actually going 
to have dinner like a couple first. Then sex." 

He nodded. “So... think anyone heard?" 

She blanched before turning a deep red. “Oh... Aw shit." 

He chuckled. “Screw it. C’mon, I’m starving now." 

Natalie attempted to demurely wrap the towel around her breasts, an 
act that while well-intentioned, failed completely on all levels. No matter 
how she tugged and pulled, there was no way the cloth was stretching 
itself around that much tit. Sighing, she settled for wearing it like a sarong, 
wrapping it around her waist, leaving her breasts completely uncovered. 
As she walked into his bedroom where Adam was drying off with his 
spare towel, he couldn’t help but ogle her again. He’d only dreamed of a 
woman like this previously, or seen one brought to life through the work 
of an artist’s pen. But, as she took the towel from him and began to dry her 
hair, she was here, she wasn’t a dream, and she was his! He really could 
understand the elation he had felt earlier in the day now. 

“So, what’d you like for dinner Madam?” He asked, fishing a pair of 
boxers, shorts and a t-shirt out of his dresser. Natalie was digging into her 
bag where Adam could see a myriad of clothes stashed, he began to exit, 
but as she worked her way through the clothes, he couldn’t help but admire 
the view from behind her. Her behind was quite nicely outlined in the 
towel still wrapped around her waist, and... of course, her breasts. Dear 
lord her breasts. 

He admired her sleek thighs as she stripped off the towel, hiking a 
pretty pair of pink panties up her legs, followed by a matching pair of very, 
very, very short shorts that hugged her behind quite tightly, and left barely 
anything to the imagination. Standing up, her massive tits bouncing gently 
as she did, she cast a glance over her shoulder, smiling at him. 

“T thought you were making dinner?” 

“T... uh... well...” 

She laughed. “No dessert until after dinner, remember?” Reaching 
into the bag, she removed a rather sizeable piece of fabric, a pretty azure in 
color. Turning back to him, she lifted it over her head, before slipping her 
arms inside of it, wriggling it down and slowly, ever so slowly stretching it 
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over her breasts. Even given the cloth’s size and extreme stretch, she 
couldn't quite seem to get it all, and the lower fifth or so of her bosom was 
left exposed, which was met by a bit of an exasperated sigh from Natalie. 

“1 thought this would fit..." she mumbled, shrugging. 

The fabric was nearly stretched sheer, but was still just opaque enough 
to obstruct what would've been a glorious view of her breasts. Still, he 
could make out the unmistakable bumps of her nipples, still semi-erect, 
even now. Reaching a hand out, he curled his finger underneath the top 
edge of the fabric, giving it a gentle tug. It was stretched nearly taught. 

"Where'd you get this?" 

“Molly has a friend in the theatre department back at LSU. They had 
some extra fabric and Molly grabbed it for me. I was hoping for something 
that might do a little better job of concealing and compressing, but, oh 
well." 

The tube-top did little, if anything to hide the fact that Natalie's breasts 
had become gargantuan, thanks to him. He'd been trying to come up with 
something to compare them to, but was struggling. The best he could 
come up with was that she must' ve been nearly the size of the big, bouncy 
balls he'd seen kids at the on-campus daycare center playing with and 
rolling around on. Calling them anything short of that would bee grossly 
underestimating them. 

He snapped out of his reverie when his view was partially obstructed 
by Natalie's snapping fingers. 

"[ can guess how you feel, but let's eat, then you can unwrap me." She 
said with a grin, walking past him and out into the small kitchen area. “So 
what do you have to eat anyway?" 

“The normal fodder," he said, following after her. “Ramen noodles, 
Mac-N-Cheese, some cereal..." 

Natalie clucked her tongue. “You boys would starve to death if it wasn't 
for freeze-dried food." 

“You didn’t let me finish.” He opened a cabinet, and pulled out a small 
bag of small green leaves, dangling it in front of her face. 

“So? What's that?" 

“Basil,” he said, placing the bag on the counter, opening another cabinet 
and removing some uncooked linguini. "Fresh stuff, from Mom & Dad's 
garden back home. They taught me how to make pesto, thank god." 

“You really know how to make it?" 

"Cross my heart, hope to die." 

She smiled, hopping back up onto the counter to sit. "I'm definitely 
keeping you Mr. Tinson." 


TRE END 


